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SONG II.

Irene. Wherefore do my sisters stay ?
Appear, appear Eunomia!
Tis Irene calls to thee,

Irene calls:
Like dew that falls
Into a stream,
I'm lost with them
That know not how to order me.

Cho. See where she shines, oh see
In her celestial gaiety !
Crowned with a wreath of stars, to show
The evening's glory in her brow.

Here> out of the highest part of the opposite side, came softly
descending another cloud, of an orient colour, bearing a silver
chariot curiously wrought, and differing in all things from
Jhe first; in which sate EUNOMIA or LAW, in a purple
satin robe, ad&rned with golden stars, a mantle of carnation
laced, and fringed with gold, a coronet of light upon her
head, buskins of purple^ drawn out with yellow. This
chariot attended as the former.

SONG III.

Euno. Think not I could absent myself this night:
But Peace is gentle and doth still invite
Eunomia; yet shouldst thou silent be.
The rose and lily which thou strowest
All the cheerful way thou goest,
Would direct to follow thee.
Irene. Thou dost beautify increase,

And chain security with peace.
Euno, Irene fair, and first divine,

All my blessings spring from thine.
Irene. I am but wild without thee, thou abhorrest
What is rude, or apt to wound,
Canst throw proud trees to the ground,
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